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He stared at her as though he scarcely recognized
her. He had been becoming lately, as she knew,
more and more distressed. He spent hours alone in
his church. He had not played chess for many a
night. Now, standing by the dining-room fireplace
looking at the breakfast table in bewilderment, he was
like a dog who had lost his home. She kissed him,
and he caught her to him and held her as though he
were shielding himself from some danger. * I've
had a bad night,' he said. c I always miss your
mother when she's away. Do you ever have bad
dreams? *

' Not often/ she said. She put up her hand and
stroked his white hair because it was stiff and strong.
She stroked his cheek, which was soft and warm.
4 Have some breakfast. You'll feel better.'

* Yes, I will.1   He smiled.   * I'm still half asleep.
I dropped off about six o'clock.   I only had about
two hours all night.   It isn't enough.'

' No, it certainly isn't.' Then, when she had
given him his coffee, she said: * What's the matter?'

* The matter is, my dear, as I ought to have told
you long ago, that I am badly in debt to someone.
The Bishop helped me and I thought I was clear,
but I'm not, it seems.   You won't tell your mother
about this, will you?'

* Of course not.   Is it a lot of money?'

* I don't know.   It oughtn't to be, but I'm in such
a state of confusion about it.'

* Why haven't you been to a proper lawyer about
it?'

* Well, that's just the thing,' he said. ^ He was
cheering up,    His blue eyes were shining more
clearly.   ' I've been so ashamed about it.   It seemed